The evidence... it lines up. I'm so, so sorry.. 


"Well, look for more evidence! It wasn't me; there isn't even a possibility it's me!" Emma 
stood suddenly in frustration. 

Oily continued, his best apology written into his worried expression. "I couldn't believe it 
either! But it's all there. You were alone with Alice right before she was killed; Marty saw 
you visit her." 

"But Alice's wounds are evidence of a shadabeast attack, and as far as I know. I've 
never been injured by one." She doesn't mean to raise her voice to him, but Emma 
really didn't kill Alice, and she hated false accusations. If she murdered someone, she'd 
rock the blame in style, damnet. 

"I know, I know! You think I want to be telling you this, Emma? You're... you're my best 
friend." Oily goes over to her and tries putting a hand on her shoulder, only for Emma to 
slap it away. Looking hurt, he takes a step back. 

She didn't know why she was angry. Disturbing thoughts were whispering in the back of 
her mind, but she was too enraged to be concerned about them. "Exactly! You should 
be defending me, not accusing me of murder." 

Oily stammered, seeing something deadly in Emma's eyes. "But- but I can't just ignore 
the evidence! There's no way a shadabeast just snuck in here and quietly killed Alice." 

Unbelievable anger clouds her thoughts as Emma steps towards Oily, who takes a step 
back. "Emma, stop, you're scaring me..." 

"Uhuh, I scare you? So that must mean, subconsciously, you believe I actually did kill 
Alice. And here I thought we were best friends!" Her dry sarcasm is enunciated by her 
continued approach. Oily stumbling back into a table, his fearful eyes locked onto 
Emma's blazing ones. 

"No, no, I swear! I really don't think you could have done-" 

He barely forms a terrified expression before, in a snap, Emma slices open his neck 
with a transformed arm. As Oily falls to the floor choking on his own blood, her eyes 
widen as she realizes what she's done. 



"Oily... Oily, no!" Emma falls onto her knees next to him, propping up his head in her 
hands. "I didn't mean it, I really didn't..." 

He tries responding, but the words turn into gurgled blood. Instead, he reaches up and 
weakly grabs her human hand, giving a soft smile. As she takes hold of his hand, she 
watches as his eyes glaze over, feeling his weak grip disappear completely. 

Emma was tearless as she stood up, but not out of carelessness. She was well and 
truly shocked about what she did, and would never even dream about killing Oily. It was 
like something in her snapped, and it made her worry as she stared down at her 
bloodied lizard claws. 

"Hey, I thought I heard yelling and-" Emma's breath caught as she heard the voice, 
slowly turning to identify the intruder. It was Marty, his shocked expression shifting to a 
horrified one as he sees her transformed arm. 

"Wait, I-" Emma is interrupted as Marty shouts, "Alert, protocol Shada B 10!" 

At his shout, 3 people burst in, wearing tactical gear. Emma automatically defends 
herself, kicking one of them in the diaphragm, but is overwhelmed due to her shock. 

She feels the other two clamp metal objects around her wrists and waist, which shone 
with a faint purple colour. Her transformed arm returns to its human form as the metal is 
put on. 

"Emma, I have just one question... Why didn't you tell us you were infected earlier?" 
Marty 

Emma's words catch in her throat as she looks from Marty to Oily's body, unable to 
explain even to herself how it happened. 

"I... don't know.." Her words are faint as the soldiers take her out of the room, and 
towards the room she would be locked in. 

As she went down the hallways and through the larger rooms, people she grew to know 
watch as she's carted along, some looking on in confusion, worry, or disappointment. 
Eventually they reach the make-shift jail, which was just a freezer with no power, 
pushing Emma in as they close the heavy freezer door. 



She sits and looks down at the purplenite manacles as she considered her situation. 
She had been stressed after a Takar attack, so she decided to have a little fun in a 
universe she had been interested in. This universe had been taken over by monstrous, 
pitch black creatures that were a mix of biological mashed potatoes and greenite, which 
is what gave them the power to move around. This apocalyptic world was exactly what 
she needed to relax: an interesting story, filled with danger, thrills, and relationships. 

That was, until today. She truly hadn't meant to kill Oily. He was the one she literally 
allowed herself to care about. She needed to go home to find out what had caused her 
sudden rage. 

First, she needed to get the purplenite off of her. Emma looked around the freezer, 
searching for an object to break the metal off... Alternatively, she could use a way to 
break her wrist off, she thinks as she sets her eyes on it. 

In front of Emma was a fist-sized hole where a thermostat knob used to be. Sticking her 
hand past the manacle into the hole, she uses her weight to drop down, causing her 
wrist to snap. She grunts with the sudden pain, but she continues on by ripping her 
hand from the rest of her arm, only muscle and skin keeping them connected. 

Throwing the hand and manacled wrist away, she inspects her arm nub to see it 
gushing out black blood. The blood quickly forms a new hand manacle-free, Emma 
breathing a sigh of relief as the pain disappears. One arm free of purplenite, she 
transforms it to create a portal, quickly going through it. 

One thing's for sure; They're going to be confused when all they find in the freezer is a 
hand. 



